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AFTER THESE  MANY QUESTS
at the back caught fire and the sweet perfume drift< to us.
Next morning we had an unopposed landing on a s beach where bulldozers were busy at mysterious task Mulberry artificial harbours were used or needed o: invasion. Ten Liberty ships were lying close in-shore se troops and stores ashore in landing-craft processions gutted wrecks of the two burnt craft lay beachec blackened.
Memory plays curious tricks.  This scene which shoi printed indelibly on my mind is extremely vague, were low cliffs, and on some rising ground to our right small castle of doubtful antiquity. A more recent fort, c crete, had been taken without much trouble.  We wer that it fired exactly thirteen shots before its occupant in panic.  I suppose somebody must have counted the e cartridge cases. The pine-wood, still smouldering, had a ently been set on fire by a flame-thrower, though for purpose this charming weapon had been used was ob
The Americans, who wore armbands with Stars Stripes on them, had got a few guns ashore and what described as "a beautiful ammunition dump." Ther great insistence on the beauty of this growing dun stared at it and reflected that beauty is, indeed, in tl of the beholder.
I encountered an Italian forced labourer, too dazed glad or sorry—the first member that I had met of tha army of unhappy "displaced persons." A little way i there was a road and a railway line, both in good cond Even the telegraph poles and lines were intact, a surp sight for one from Italy. It is curious that I cannot ej pin-point this landing-place. I only know that it somewhere between St. Raphael and Cannes, near Drammont.
Hundreds of prisoners, some of them barefooted and of them in dirty ragged uniforms, came slouching dispir: along the road. Many of them had Mongolian features, were guarded by half a dozen Maquis armed with Ge pistols, daggers or British tommy-guns and making the of the theatrical possibilities. The sight of them told m<wards, there was a huge explosion, and two landing craft on Green beach could be seen blazing furiously, their ammunition spouting and exploding. It was said that they had been hit by a glider bomb. They continued to burn all night, floodlighting the sky and sea with an angry glow. Pinewoodsto Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
